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The house still smelled like the lasagna and garlic bread Grace had pulled from the oven over an hour ago. She stood at the kitchen sink in her usual casual outfit: an oversized gray sweatshirt that hung to mid-thigh and a pair of black yoga pants that had seen better days. The fabric was still soft after too many washes and clung just enough to remind her she still had a body under there, even if no one ever saw it. Her hair was twisted up in a messy bun, a few honey blonde strands escaping to brush the nape of her neck. At 28, she still looked like the girl next door who’d never quite grown into her own skin – big, blue, doe eyes that crinkled when she smiled at her kindergarteners, a scatter of faint freckles across the bridge of her nose, and a mouth that curved into something sweet and apologetic even when she wasn’t saying sorry.

She dried the last plate and set it in the rack, glancing toward the living room where Travis sat on the couch, laptop balanced on his knees. The blue glow lit his face, sharpening the lines of concentration that never seemed to soften anymore. He was still handsome in that quiet, accountant way – dark hair neatly combed, jaw clean-shaven – but low testosterone had turned him into a ghost of the boy she’d married five years ago. Their sex life had become a calendar entry: Wednesday nights, lights off, missionary, over in ten minutes if she was lucky. She’d tried tonight, sliding her hand along his thigh while they ate dinner, her fingers tracing the seam of his slacks in what she hoped was a subtle invitation. He’d patted her knee like she was one of the kids asking for a cookie and said, “Not tonight, babe. Quarterly reports are coming due.”

Grace swallowed the lingering and familiar sting and carried two glasses of water into the living room. She set one on the coffee table beside him, then curled into the opposite end of the couch, tucking her legs beneath her. The sweatshirt rode up just enough to bare a strip of pale skin at her hip, the soft curve where her waist dipped into the swell of her ass. She didn’t pull it down. Part of her – the part she kept locked away – hoped he’d notice.

“Long day?” she asked, voice soft, the way she spoke to her students when they were upset about a broken crayon.

Travis grunted and shrugged his shoulders, eyes still on the screen. “Same as always. You?”

She smiled, small and genuine. “The kids were wild today. Little Emma drew me a picture of us holding hands under a rainbow. Said I was her favorite teacher ever. It was cute.”

“That’s cute.” He repeated, while his fingers kept typing. The click-clack filled the quiet like a metronome.

Grace watched him for a moment, the way his shoulders hunched forward, the way his eyes seemed to light up when he was working with numbers. She wanted to crawl into his lap, press her mouth to the hollow of his throat, feel his hands slide under the hem of her sweatshirt and cup the heavy weight of her breasts. They were full and sensitive, the kind that filled a man’s palms and made him groan. 

But she stayed where she was, knees drawn up, because asking twice felt like begging, and begging felt like failing.

She stood instead, stretching in that unconscious way that made the sweatshirt pull tight across her chest. The fabric was thin enough that the outline of her nipples showed if the light hit right – dark little points against the gray. Travis didn’t look up. He hardly ever looked up.

“Night, then,” she murmured, leaning down to kiss the top of his head. His hair smelled like him, hair gel and his “manly” body wash. “Love you.”

“Love you, too.”

In the bedroom, she stripped down to a simple white tank and panties, the ones with little pink bows on the hips that she’d bought on a whim last year and never worn for him. The mirror caught her reflection as she brushed her teeth: the gentle slope of her shoulders, the way her breasts strained against the thin cotton, full and round with just the faintest natural sag that made them clearly real, and very touchable. Her hips flared nicely, the kind of curve that filled out jeans in all the right places, and her ass was the kind of heart-shaped perfection that turned heads in the grocery store when she forgot to wear the baggy stuff. She hid it all under shapeless dresses at school and sweats at home – like armor against the world noticing.

She climbed into bed, the sheets cool against her bare legs. Travis came in a few minutes later, stripped to his boxers, and slid under the covers without a word. He kissed her forehead – dry and quick, but loving – and rolled over. Within minutes, his breathing evened out into the soft snores she knew by heart.

Grace lay on her back, staring at the ceiling fan spinning lazy circles. The ache between her legs was familiar now, a low throb that had nothing to do with love and everything to do with the memory she tried so hard to bury. College. A party. A boy whose name she couldn’t even remember, drunk and hard in her hand while she knelt in a dimly lit dorm room. The way his cock had pulsed, hot and alive, beating in tone with the bass coming from the next room. She’d thought back to that moment, a hundred times; the power – her power – to make him shake and beg with nothing but her fingers. She’d come untouched that night, biting her lip so hard it bled, the thrill of being in control – yet totally out of control – flooding her like nothing else ever had or ever would.

She squeezed her thighs together, trying to will the thought away. You’re married. You’re a teacher. You’re good. This isn’t you.

But her hand drifted down anyway, slipping under the waistband of her panties, past the small patch of light brown curls trimmed neatly on her mound and over her smooth slit. She was already wet, slick and swollen, her clit aching for the lightest touch. She circled it slowly, eyes fluttering shut, imagining – not Travis, never Travis anymore – but the ghost of that college boy, the way he’d groaned her name like she was the only girl in the world.

She came quietly, a soft shudder and a bitten-back whimper, her body arching just enough to make the mattress creak. Travis didn’t stir.

Afterward, the guilt settled in like always, heavy and familiar. She wiped her fingers on the sheet and reached for her phone on the nightstand. The screen lit up, casting a blue glow across her face. It was almost midnight. Travis’s snores filled the room, steady and oblivious.

She opened Reddit out of habit, scrolling through the usual feed – cute animals, teacher memes, recipes she’d never make. Her thumb paused on a subreddit she’d never noticed before: r/RandomActsOfHandjobs. The title alone sent a flush creeping up her neck. She told herself she was just curious. Just looking.

The posts were raw, anonymous, desperate in a way that made her stomach tighten. Stressed dad in New York looking for a discreet hand relief session. No strings, no names. Another: Shy guy needs a soft touch from a sweet girl. Motel meet, handjobs only.

Grace’s breath caught. She glanced at Travis, still dead to the world, then back at the screen. Her heart was pounding now, a mix of shame and something sharper, hotter. She created a throwaway account – SweetMissG789 – before she could talk herself out of it. Her fingers hovered over the phone’s keyboard.

The post came out hesitant, almost apologetic:

Shy woman, looking for a discreet encounter in Oakwood. Just hands, nothing more. I’m sweet, quiet, and very, very nervous. Be gentle?

She hit post before she could delete it, then locked the phone and set it face-down on the nightstand. Her cheeks burned. What am I doing?

But even as the guilt twisted in her gut, a tiny spark of heat bloomed low in her belly again. She pulled the covers up to her chin, closed her eyes, and let the fantasy play – just a little. Just enough to carry her into sleep.

Tomorrow was another school day. Another day in her quiet life.

But for the first time in years, the quiet felt like it was cracking open.
––––––––
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The classroom smelled like tempera paint and the faint, sweet rot of forgotten apple cores in the trash bin. Grace moved through the after-school quiet in her usual teacher armor: a loose floral dress that fell past her knees. The tiny blue flowers on a cream background made her look like every parent’s idea of the perfect kindergarten angel. It was shapeless on purpose, the fabric soft and forgiving, but when she bent to stack the last of the art projects, it clung for a second to the generous curve of her hips and the subtle swell of her breasts. She straightened quickly, cheeks warming at the awareness of showing her figure, even though the room was empty.

She was just sliding the final painting into a large manila envelope when a soft knock and the door creaking open broke the quiet.

Tom Reynolds (he’d asked her to call him “Tom,” but it was awkward to think of him that way) stood there, filling the frame more than he probably meant to. He was in his mid-40’s, soft around the middle in a way that made his button-down strain gently, a kind face with laugh lines deep enough to suggest he’d once been the life of every backyard barbecue. His hair was thinning on top but neatly combed, and his eyes – warm brown, a little tired – crinkled when he smiled at her.

“Miss Grace,” he said, voice low and friendly. “Hope I’m not too late. Sophie’s been talking about this painting nonstop. We’re packing the truck tomorrow, so...”

Grace turned, offering the shy smile she gave every parent. “Not at all, Mr. Reynolds. I mean...Tom. Come in. It’s right here.”

She handed him the envelope, her fingers brushing his for the briefest second. His hand was warm, a little rough from whatever work it was that he did. She pulled back quickly, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear, eyes dropping to the floor.

“She did such a beautiful job,” Grace said softly, the words tumbling out before she could stop them. “The way she drew the two of you holding hands...she really loves you, you know. You’re such a good dad.”

Tom’s smile deepened, something appreciative flickering in his eyes. “That’s kind of you to say. Especially coming from someone who sees kids all day. You’ve got a real gift with them. Sophie lights up every time she talks about you.”

Grace felt the compliment land low in her stomach, warm and unexpected. She glanced away, cheeks pink, the way she always did when someone noticed her. “Oh, I just... I love them. That’s all.”

Outside, the sky had been turning a bruised purple for the last twenty minutes. Now thunder rumbled, low and close, and fat raindrops began to slap against the windows. Grace crossed to the glass, frowning.

“Looks like it’s really coming down,” she murmured. “You might want to wait it out a minute. The parking lot floods when it’s like this.”

Tom stepped closer, close enough that she caught the faint scent of his aftershave. “I don’t
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